15* 


His greatncffe weigh'd, his will is not his ownej 
For hcc himfclfc is lubicft to his Birth ; 
Hcc may not, as vnuallued perfons doc, 
Came for himfelfc ; for, on his choycc depends 
The fan#ity and health of the weolc State. 
And therefore muft his choyce be circumfcrib'd 
Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that Body, 
Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fayes he loues you, 
Ic fits your wifedome fo farre to bclceue it j 
A* he in his peculiar Se# and force 
May giue his laying deed: which is no further, 
Then the maine voyce of Denmark* goes withall, 
Then weigh what loiTc your Honour may fuftaine, 
If with too credent care youlift his Songs ; 
Or lofc your Heart; or your chart Treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 
Feare it Opheliafaxc it my deare Sifter, 
And keepe within the reare ofyour AfFc&ion; 
Out of the Ihot and danger of Dcfire* 
The charicft Maid is Prodigall enough, 
If (he vnmaskc her beauty to the Moone : 
Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious firoakes, 
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 
Too oft before the buttons be difclos'd, 
And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blafttnents are moft imminent. 
Be wa*y then, beft fafcty lies in feare; 
Youth to it fclfe rebels, though none clfc necre. 

Ophe. 1 {hall th'cffe&of this good Leflon keepc, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as fomc vngracious Paftors doe, 
Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; 
Whilft like a pufc and recklcffe Libertine 
Himfelfe,thePrimrofepath of dalliance treads, 
Andreaksnot hi? ownereade. 
Liter* Oh,.feare me not. 

Enter Polonius. 
ftay too long ; but here my Father comes : 
A double blcffing is a double grace; 
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leauc. 

Psion. Yethectt Laertes ? Aboord,aboord for fhame, 
The winde fits in the fhouldcr of your faile, 
And you arc ftaid for there : my blcffing with you; 
And thefc few Precepts in thy memory, 
See thou Character. Giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproporrion'd thought his Aft 2 
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tridc, 
Grapple them to thy So:.i!e ? with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment 
Of each vnhatch't,vnfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarreil : but being in 
Bear't that th oppofed may beware of thee. 
Giue euery man thine eare;but few thy voyce: 
Take each mans cenfure;but rcferne thy iudgemcnt : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfc can buy 5 
But not cxpreft in fancie; rich,not gawdie: 
For the Appareli.oft proclaimes the man. 
And they in France of the beftranck and Ration, 
Are of a moft fcle& and generous cheff in that. 
Neither a borrower,nor a lender be; 
For lone oft lofes both ic fclfe and friend: 
And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This aboue all; to thine o wne felfe be true: 
And ic muft follow,as the Night thcDay, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Farewell: my Blcffing (eafonthis in thcT^~ — 
Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my l C a ue 
Polon. The time inuites you, goc,y 0 u r f r<i ' 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember ^Sf^f 
Whatlhauefaidtoyou. * cI1 

Ophe. Tis in my memory lockt, 
And you your fclfe fhall keepc the key ofit 
Laer. Farewell. ' 
Polon. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you*? ^ 
Ophe. So plcafe you,fomthing touching the L 1* 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giucn priuacc time to you; and you your fclf e 
Hauc of your audience becne moft free and bou 
If it be fo, as fo tis put on me; ou nreoiu, 
A nd that in way of caution : I muft tell you 
You doc not rndcrftand your fclfe fo clecrcly 
As it bchoucs my Daughter, and your Honour 
What is bet weene you,giue me vp the truth? # 

Opbe. He hath my Lord of late, made marm ^ 
Of his affeaion to mc. ' ^ tCnd <" 

Tolon. AfFeaion,puh. You <peakelikea Crcfn , r . . 
Vnfifted in fuch perillous Circumflance. G,tlc ; 
Doe you bclceue his tendcrs.as you call them? 
Ophe. I do not know, my Lord, what 1 (hould thint 
Polon. Marry lie teach you; thinkc your f c ]f c a R 1 
That you hauc tane his tenders for true pay, ^ 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your fclfe more dear!, 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe 
Roaming it thus, youl tender mc a foolc. \ 

Ophe. My Lord,hc hath importune! mc with louc 
In honourable fafliion. 1 
Pclon. I,fa(hion you may call it,go too,go too. 
Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to hU fpcech 
My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen. ' 

Polon. I,Springcs to catch Woodcocks. Idoeknow 
When the Bloud burncs,how Prodigall the Soule 
Giucs the tongue vowes: thcfeblazcs,Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; cxtinainboth, 
Eucn in their prom sfe, as it is a making; 
You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be fomewhac fcanter of your Maiden prefence; 
Set your entreatmcnts at a higher rate, 
Then a command to parley. For Lord HamUt % 
Bclceue fo much in him,that he is young, 
And with a forger tether may he walke, 
Then may be giuen yoiu In few, Ophelia, 
Doc not bcleeue his vo wcs;for they are Broakcrs, 
Not of the eye,which their Inueftments (how : 
But mcere implorators of vnholy Sutes, 
Breathing like fan&ified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all : 
I would not,in plaine teannes, from this time forth, 
Hauc you fo dander any moment leifure, 
As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet : 
Looke too'r; I charge you; come your wayes, 
Ophe. I (hall obey my Lord. ExeHHt. 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio, Marcellm. 
Ham. The Ay re bites ftircwdly : is it very cold? 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager ayre. 
Ham. What hbwer now? 
Hor. I thinkc it lacks of twelue. 
Mar. No, it is ftrookc. 
Hor. Indeed I heard it not then it drawes nccrc 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 


I j I j I j I 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


yffatdoes this meanemy Lord ? I (roufc, 

Jjam* The King doth wake to night, and takes his 
focpes wafTels and the fijWggWiag vpfpring redes, 
iu/as he dreines his ciratsgbts of Renifli downe, 
The kettle Drum and TTUriipec th^sbray out 
The triumph of his Pkdge, 

tforat. isitacufioiriC? 
Imarry.ifti 
^nd to my mind, though I arr, n: r:iic heere, 
And to the manner borne: « Ic is a Ci^irom^ 
u 0 rt honout*d{tp the b:^2ch ? ;hen the oi>feruanc?» 
c ! \&:terChcjL 

flor. Locke my Lor; ,u merries. 

ffgrn". Arfgelsatki iNiiniftcrs cf Grace defend vs: 
L then a Spirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee nyrcs ivom Heau^tijOt bURs from iicll, 
fitthy t^cnts v;icked or ch.M itcble, 
jhou com'd in luch a quetficnabic fiiape 
That I will fpWke to thee. I!c call thee luimki^ 
^ n g.Fathei : Rcy^IiDane : Oh,oh t anfwcr me, 
I v ctii3c noi buru in Ignorance \ but tell 
VVhy thy Canoniz'd bones Hear fed m Jeath, 
Haue burft their cemicncs, why the Scpulchct 
Wherein v:e faw thee quietly cnum'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Mai ble iawes, 
fo caft thee vp agiine ? What may this raeane? 
Thar thou dead Coarfe a^a inc in comffleat fiecle, 
ReuiliwS thus the phmprcfcf theMoone, 
MakingNighthidiou£?.And wcfpolcs of Nature, 
So horridly to fiiake our difpofition, 
With thoughts beyond thccjreachcs of our Soules, 
Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what fhould we doc ? 

Ghcftbichcns Hamlet. 

V.oy. It beckons you to goc away with it, 
As if it fo:*ne impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Locke with what courteous a&ion 
Itwalbyou toamoreremoucd ground : 
But doc not goc with it. 

Hot. No,by no ireancs. 

Ham. It will not fpeake: then will I follow it* 

Hor. Doe not my Lord. 

Hdm. Why, what fhould be the feare > 
I doe not fet r^y life at a pins fecj 
And for my SouIe 3 what can it doe to that ? 
Being a thing immortall as it felfe: 
It tfaues me forth againe;!ie foiio w ic. 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Houd my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffc, 
That beetles o're his bale into the Sea, 
And there affumes fome other hon ible forme, 
Which might depriue your Soueraignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefle thinkc ofit? 

Ham. It wafts ir.e fiill : goe on, He follow thee. 

Mar* Ycufhailnotgceiiry Lord* 

Ham. Hold ofFycur hand. 

Hor. Be rul'd/you fhall no: goe. 

Warn. My fate cries our, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions ncrue : 
Still am I cal'd > Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By Hcatfn,I!e make a Ghoft of hirn that lets me : 
I by away,goc on^IIc follow thee. 

Exeient qhofl & Hamlet. 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let's followj'cis not fit thus to obey him. 


H*r. Haue after, to what iflue will this come > 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Dcmmrkc. 
Hor. Heauen will diredt it. 
Mar. Nay,lct's follow him. Lxemt. 

Enter Gheft and Hamlet. . (cher. 
H<zm\ Where wilt thou lead meffpeak; He go no fur- 
Cho, Mm kerne 
Hxm. I will, 

Gho. My hower is almofl come, 
When I to iiilphurousand tormencing Flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 

Ham . A 1 <» 5 p oor e G ho ft » 

Gho. Piny mc notour lend thy iferious hearing 
To what I (hall vnfold. 

Bam. Speake, I am bound toheare* 

Gho, So art thou to rcucnge,when thou flialt beate. 

Ham. What? 

Gho. I am thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doom'd for a certamc cerme to walke the nighr; - 

And for the day coniin'd to faft in Ficrs, 
Till the foulc crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd sway ? But that I am forbid 
To tell (he fecrcts of my Priion-Houicj 
i could a Tale vnfold, whofe Jightcft word 
Would harrow vp thy fouie, freeze ihy young blco^, • : 
Make thy two eyes like Starrcs, liart from then Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to pare, ' 
And each particular hairc to Hand an end, 
Like Quillet vpon the fretful! Porpentine : 
But this cternail blafon rouft not be 
To cares of fic/h and blotrd; lift Hamlet* oh liff, 
If thou dtdft euer-tby deare-IUthcr ioue* 
Ham. Oh Heauen? Apo 
Che. Rcucnge his foulc and moft vnnaturall Murther, 
Ham. Munher? 

Ghofi. Murther mofl foulc ? as in the beft it is ; 
But this moft fou!e k ftrange,and vnnat#dlH • 

Ham. H art, haft mc ro know it, 
T hat with wings as fwift 
As mcditation^pj: the thoughts of Loue 4 - 
jMay fvvcepe to my Reuenge, 

Ghoft. I finde thee apr, 
And duller fhould'ft thou be then the farweede 
Th st rots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Whaifc, 
Would'ft thou not ftirrc in this. xNow Hamlet heare : 
Ic*s giuen ou^that fteepingin mine Orchard, 
A Serpent flung me : fo the whole care ofDenmarke 
Ts by a forged proceffc of my death 
Rankly abu^d : But know thou Noble youth* 
The Serpent that did fling thy Fathers life, 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophecickc foulc : mine Vncle > 

Ghofl. I that inceftuous, thn adulrcrate Bzaft 
With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts. 
Oh wicked Wic,?.nd Gifts 3 tku haue the power 
So to feduce? 1 Won to to this fhamefull Luft 
The will of my moft fecrning vettuous Qucene: 
Oh Hamlet a falling oft was there, 
From me,whofc loue was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofeNaturali gifts wcrepoore 
To thofc of mine. But Vertuc,as it neuer wil be moued 
Though Lewdncflecomtitinafhapeof Heauen : 
So Luft, though to a radiant Angell link'd, 
Will fate it fclfe in a Celeftiai;bed,& prey on Garbage. 

Oo But 


